ThtTngedte 

Come fhall wee goe along ? 

Enter Str Richard Rat hfft, with the Lord Rims 
Gray and V turban, prtfouers, 

Rat. Ceme bring for h the prifoncrs. 

Ritt. Sir Richard Rathjfe, let me tell thee this ; 

To day thou fhal t be hold a fubie<5t die, 

For truth for duty and for loyalty. 

Gray. God keepethe Prince from all the packs of you : 
A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret. O thou bloody prifon, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Peares : 

Within theguilty elofure of thy wallcs 
Rechard the fccood heere was hackt to death ; 

And for tnore (launder to thy difrnall foulc, 

We giue thee vp our guiltlefle blood to drinke.* 

Gray. Now Markets curfe it falne vpou our heads, 

For Handing by 3 when Richard ftabd her fonne* 

Riu. Then curft (he Hatting*, then curft Ihe Buckingbrn, 
Then curft (he Richard. O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them at now for vs, 

And for my lifter and her princely fonne.' 

Be fatisfied deare God with our true bloods. 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Come, come, difpatch , the limit of your lines is cut, 
Rite, Come Gray, come. Vaugbam, let vs all imbrace 
And cake our lcaues vntill we meetc in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to conn fell. 

Hail. My Lords at once, the caufe why wee ate met, 
I$to determine of the Coronation. 

In Gods name fay when is this royall day ? 

Buc. Ate all things fitting for that royall time ? 

D4r.lt is, and let but nomination. 

Bifi.Ta morrow then, I geffe a happy time. _ 
Awc.Who knowes the Lord rote tiers minde herein 
Who is mod inward with the noble D uke ? his m ® 1 

Bijh. Why you my L. me thinks you fhould fooneitJcno 
Buc. Who I my Lord > we know each others faces: 

But for our hearts, he knowes nomore of mine. 

Then I of youra .• nor I no mote of his, then you ot 




oj Richard the Third. 

Lord Bajlitigs, you and he are ncere in loue. 

; Haft. I chanke his grace, I know lie loues me well : 

But for his purpofc in the Coronation 
I haue not founded him»nor he deliuered 
His graces plealure any way therein: 

But you my L. may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my voyce. 

Which J prefumc he will take in good part. 

Now in good time heere comes the Duke himfelfe- 
Enter (flocefler. 

Glo. My noble L. and coufens all good morrow, 

I haue beene long a fleepe, but now I hope 
My abfence doth negjetft no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might haue beetle concluded. 

Bus. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

Witliam L. Hafiings had now pronounft your part: 

I mcane your voyce from crowning of the King. 

Glo. Then my L. Hajlings , tio man might be bolder, 

His Lordflrip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft, I thanks yoar grace. 

Glo. My Lord of Else, 

Bifh. My Lord. 

Glo. When I waslaftin Holborne, 

I law good ftrawberies in your garden there, 

I dee befeech you fend for fome of them. 

Bifi. I goe my Lord. 

Glo. Ccufen Buckingham, nwoxd with you : 

Catesby hath founded Hafitngt ’m our feunnefl'e, 

An$l findes the tefly gentleman lb hotc. 

As he will Ioofe his head ere giue confent. 

His maifters fonne as wotlhipfull he termes it. 

Shall loole the royalty ot Englands throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. He follow you. Ex. Glo. 
Dor. We haue nocyet let downethis day of triumph. 

To morrow in mine ©pinion is too loonc : 

Fori my felfe am not fo well prouided, 

Aselfel would be, were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Bifiop of 'Elee. ( berries. 

Bifh. Where is my L. Protettor,! haue fcht for thele ftraw- 

G Baft. 
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